
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



THE IRISH PENNY JOURNAL. 



169 



fitly they appear to take them up, and the more firmly they 
adhere ; ■whilst on the contrary, if the operation be hurried, the 
jnetal is brittle, so much so as sometimes to powder under an 
ordinary pressure. The thicker and finer the partition of 
plaster between the two fluids, the more slightly are they 
connected, and consequently the slower is the circulation of 
the electricity. The proper length of time to be allowed for 
the process varies according^ to the nature of the work, and 
the strength or solidity required. Forty-eight hours seems to 
be the least time for nrming a design in relief, and somewhat 
more than a week for a plate with sunk lines. 

The laws which govern matter are mysterious. The en- 
tire of this process is so wonderful, that to descant upon it 
would be unnecessary ; and, after all, it is but another step 
taken upon the path of science, each advance upon which, 
whilst disclosing new scenes and greater wonders, is only the 
needful preliminary to another which will display yet more ! 

N. 



THE FIELD OF KUNNERSDORF. 

(FROSf TRE GERitAN Or TIEDaB.) 

Day is exiled from the bowers of Twilight ; 

Leaf and flower are drooping in the wood ; 
And the stars, as on a dark-stained skylight. 

Glass their ancient glory in the flood. 
Let me here, where nightwinds through the yew siUg, 

Where the moon is chary of her beams, 
Consecrate an hour to monmftil musin/^ 

Over Man and Man's delirious dreams. 
Pines and yews 1 envelope me in deeper, 

Dunner shadow, sombre as the grave. 
While with moans, as of a tronblM sleeper, 

Gloomily above my head ye wave I 
Let mine eye look down from hence on Tonder 

Battle-plain, which Night in pity dtdls — 
Let my sad imagination ponder 

Over Kunnersdorf,* that Place of Skulls ! 

Dost thou re-illume these wastes, O Summer ? 

Hast thou raised anew thy trampled bowers ? 
Will the wild bee come again a hummer 

Here, within the houses of thy flowers ? 
Can thy sunbeams light, thy mild rains water 

This Aceldema, this human soil. 
Since that dark day of redundant slaughter 

When the blood of men flowed here Tike oil? 
Ah, yes I Nature, and Thou, God of Nature, 

Ye are ever bounteous ! — Man alone, 
Man it is whose frenzies desolate your 

World, and make it in sad truth bis own I 

Here saw Frederick fall his bravest warriors — 

Master of thy World, thou wert too great 1 
Heaven had need to stablish curbing-barriers 

'Gainst thine inroads on the World of Fate 1 
O, could all thy coronals of splendour 

Dupe thy memory of that ghastly day ? 
Could the Muses, could the Gracesf render 

Smooth and bright a corse-o'ercovered way ? 
No 1 the accusing blood-gouts ever trickle 

Down each red leaf of thy chaplet-crown ! 
Men fell here, as corn before the sickle. 

Fell, to aggrandise thy false renown 1 
Here the veteran drooped beside the springald. 

Here sank Strength and Symmetry in line — 
Here crushed Hope and gasping Valour mingled. 

And, Destroyer, the wild work was thine 1 

What and wherefore is this doom funereal ? 
Whence this Tide of Being's flow and ebb ? 

Why renda Destiny the fine material 
Of E.-dstence's divinest web ? 

Vainly ask we 1 — Dim age calls to dim age- 
Answer, save an echo, Cometh none — 

Sere stands Man, of Life in Death an image. 
There, invisibly. The Living One ! 

Storm-clouds lour and muster in the Distance — 
While, begirt with wrecks by sea and land, 

* A village near tVanltfart on the Oder, in which Frederick the Great was 
defeated on the 12th August 1759, in one of the bloodiest battle* of modern 
tlnoca. 

t An allusion to Frederick's literary pursuits 



Time, upon the far shore of Existence, 
Counts each wavedrop swallowed by the sand. 

Generation chases generation, 
Downbowed by the same tremendous yoke — ■ 

No cessation, and no explication — 

Birth — Life ^Death ; — ^the Stillness — Mash — and 

Smoke ! 

Here, then, Frederick, formidable Sovereign ! 

Here in presence of these whitened bones. 
Swear at length to cherish Peace, and govern 

So, that Men may learn to reverence Thrones ! 
O ! repudiate bloodbought fame, and hearken 

To the myriad witness-voiced Dead, 
Ere the SternnessJ shall lay down to darken 

In the Silentnessl thy crownless head ! 
Shudder at the dire phantasmagory 

Of the Slain who perished here by thee. 
And abhor all future wreaths of glory 

Gathered from the baleful cypress-tree ! 

Lofty souls disdain or dread the laurel — 

Hero is a poor exchange for Man ; 
Adders lurk in green spots : such the moral 

Taught by History since her school began. 
Csesar slain, the victim of his trophies, 

Bayazeed§ expiring in his cage. 
All the Csesars, all the sabre-Sophies, 

Preach the same sad homily each age. 
One drugged winecup dealt with Alexander, 

And his satraps scarce had shared afresh 
Half the empires of the World-Commander, 

Ere the charnel- worms had shared his flesh. 

Though the rill roll down from Life's green mountain 

Bright through festal dells of youthnil days. 
Soon the waters of that glancing fountain 

In the Vale of Years must moult its rays. 
There the pilgrim, on the bridge that, bounding 

Life's domain, frontiers the wolds of Death, 
Startled, for the first time hears resounding 

From Eternity a Voice which saith — 
" All which is not pure shall melt and withek- 

Lo ! TH£ Desolatob's arm is babe. 
And viTHEKE Man is. Truth shall trace him 

THITHER, 
Be he CtTBTAINED ROUND WITH GLOOM OB GLARE." 

M. 



i Death. 



U The Grave. 



§ Bi^azet II, 



FINE LADS. 
We have a mortal aversion to fine lads. And, wherefore, 
pray ? Why, because in nine cases out of ten, if not posi- 
tively in every case, they are the dullest and most insipid of 
all humaa beings ; they are good, inoffensive creatures, cer- 
tainly, but oh, they are dreadful bores I If you doubt it, just 
you take an hour of a fine lad's company, with nobody present 
but yourselves. Shut yourself up in a room with him for that 
space of time, and if you don't ever after, as long as you live, 
stand in dread and awe of the society of fine lads, you must 
be differently constituted from other men, and amongst other 
rare gifts must possess that of being bore-proof. 

But, pray, what after all is a fine lad? To the possession 
of what quahty or qualities is he indebted for this very ami- 
able sort of character ? 

Why, these are questions which, like many others, are 
much more easily put than answered. But, speaking from 
our own knowledge and experience, we should say that it is 
not the presence, but the absence — the entire absence of every 
quality, good, bad, and indifferent, that constitutes the fine 
lad ; and hence his intolerable insipidity. 

The fine lad is a blank, a cipher, a vacuum, a nonentity, a 
ring without a circumference, a footless stocking without a 
leg. In disposition he is neither sweet, sour, nor bitter ; in 
temper, neither hot nor cold; in spirit, neither merry nor sad. 
He is in fact, so far as any thing positive can be said of him, 
a mere concentration of negatives. In person he is neither 
long nor short, neither fat nor lean, neither stout nor slender. 
There must in short be a total absence of all meaning, all 
expression, all character, in the happy individual whom every 
body will agree in calling a fine lad. 



